The Execution of Monmouth
and so across to the Mendip Hills to pass north of Wells,
where they dared not show themselves.
When they had ridden some twenty miles, and were
within twelve miles of Bristol, the Duke said he proposed to
double back south, make for Shepton Mallet and try to get
down to the Isle of Wight, or some Dorsetshire port, and
obtain a ship. Dr Oliver did his best to prevail upon him
to ride on to Uphill or perhaps Clevedon, and from one of
these places to cross the Bristol Channel and get into Wales,
where he had many friends. The Duke was inclined to
listen to him, but Lord Grey, always his evil genius, laughed
the idea to scorn. So the little party broke up, and Dr
Oliver parted from the Duke with tears in his eyes and a
sad foreboding that they would never meet again,
Oliver's own story is a romantic one with a touch of
comedy in it. For he reached Bristol, was hidden and
cared for by his friends, one of whom, a good Tory, in-
troduced him to Jeffreys' clerk, of all people, with whom
he travelled to London, and afterwards made his way to
Holland. He ended a worthy medical career as physician
to the Royal Hospital at Bath, and lies buried in the Abbey
Church.
The Duke and his two friends went on across the hills to
Downside, a mile and a half from Shepton Mallet, on the old
Bath road. This was the house of Edward Strode, who, as
we have said, had been a supporter of the Duke and given
him money. Whether the fugitives were openly received in
the house or only hidden in some outhouses seems doubt-
ful. But whatever part Strode played in the escape he was
lucky enough to receive the King's pardon for his indis-
cretion. He was a son of William Strode of Barrington
Court, near Ilminster, who had entertained Monmouth on
Hs western progress. No doubt he paid heavily for his
pardon, but he lived to be High Sheriff and welcome William
of Orange on his journey to London, and died, full of years
and honour in his county, at the age of 78, in 1703.
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